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Then sighed the folk, 6The Lord be praised!'
And they flocked to the shore amain;          'no
All over the Hoe that livelong night
Many stood out in the rain.
It ceased, and the red sun reared his head.
And the rolling fog did flee.;
And, lo! in the offing faint and far                 115
Winstanley's house at sea!
In fair weather, with mirth and cheer,
The stately tower uprose;
In foul weather, with hunger and cold,
They were content to close;                         120
Till up the stair Winstanley went,
To fire the wick afar;
And Plymouth in the silent night
Look'd out and saw her star.
Winstanley set his foot ashore:                           125
Said he, *My work is done;
I hold it strong to last as long
As aught beneath the sun.
'But if it fail, as fail it may,
Borne down with ruin and rout,                    130
Another than I shall rear it high,
And brace the girders stout.
*A better than I shall rear it high,
For now the way is plain,
And tho51 were dead,* Winstanley said,           135
'The light would shine again.9
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